EXTREMES MEET

corner of the building and see if the noise of the scuffle
had disturbed the room at the other end. The french-
windows were still open; but the electric light had been
turned off. He listened again for that far-off click of
rowlocks, but heard nothing. It must have been his
imagination. Then he pinched himself. * Wake up,
you damned fool. YouVe got the German officer.
He's not a spook. And there will be a submarine.'
' Not necessarily,' the argument went on inside. * You
may have von Rangel, but all you've probably interrupted
is a brief honeymoon. He probably came out just now
to get the car and drive back to town before it gets too
light. I believe all this spying has turned Keats's brain.
I believe this is just one more mare's-nest.' Rowlocks!
In this mood, he should be hearing the wings of angels
before the sun was up. Ah, there was one of the brothers.
He walked across the terrace to meet him.

" We have found only this envelope, Capitaine," said
Spiro,

A large square envelope heavily sealed and addressed
to their Minister in Berlin. This was probably the King's
letter. Von Rangel must have left his own stuff in the
room. Waterlow looked back over his shoulder. There
was a light showing under the door.

" All right," he said to Spiro, " you'd better go back
now and stand by your prisoner. If you hear voices on
the beach stick to your post. I want to keep the boat's
crew guessing where their passenger is, when they land."
And then Waterlow realized that he was giving Spiro
these directions because at the back of his mind he was
playing with the temptation to try to capture the boat's
crew. What a triumph! A breach of neutrality, of
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